FEHER LR

FEHERAFEE R BN R BRI, e O AT T, IR AR S o AN, R S 5 B
FERE o BRYPOXFFEMBER . R RIERA, W TIHEMTT, WEE HEEREE, SRR T
S PRR RS E P

BN RE M — Sz de . SRl FRM ML BoRIRE, BURA%, WIHTEE, MM
NS, SRR, KRG, elRR T, BT BR. BREREIMERE T
L, RS RE, REaECHTEE . AR BB K, I, A E R L T, AR
TR X EnlZk.

gL AR P, ERIEE, RO TR, sk, 8%
MRS, AT, S HETF, SRS ENASE X2 TaRX 2%, K5ent
K28 MWARELE. REREENMBLLE, 4RI HEfeA G a, SEmrR—HeIT,
W EREEE, EIESSIT X LHER AR T =3, Fith— &5 AL .

AEBIHBER, BN T W R b, 3 S PRI R T, hiE) A JLAT E
(K1, A ARG, 2, I AR, idxk, el g%,
e R, RN A QRN AE T RE . k. il FERE U SERITE, #RIRFRZ )
Wy, BXFRIS, BEW, EANI.

9] 25 PRI BN K, B AT IR — BN L o BB, Fe B Bets . EATRSERmtit ix
M gHse TRF, NGB E ., JOEAARIELAE B, B ERJRT T, LA AR T,
BRANERAT 4, e ST, geKRE RS ek, e ThE, SUr g 4.

The Flower Field Woke Up Before I Did

The flower field woke up before I did. When I arrived at six, the bees were
already busy inside, their humming not loud, like a thin mist laid under my feet. I
had been woken by that sound. The house was still dark. I threw on a jacket and
walked out along the ridge path behind the village. Dew soaked my shoes, and I did

not go back to change.

I squatted to look at one rapeseed flower. Dew gathered into a single bead on the
petal, rolling back and forth, refusing to fall. The petal held it, bending slightly
down, and at a certain angle the bead slid into the heart of the flower and the petal
flickered softly, like a sigh of relief. I watched this happen more than a dozen
times. Every time it was the same, and every time it was new. The dew on the petals
was cold. When wind passed, the whole field turned its leaves over, flashed silver,

then went green again.

The bees were busier than I had imagined. One dove into a flower, two balls of

yellow already hanging on its hind legs, squeezing in anyway, its body heaving up and
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down. Two bumped into each other, did not fight, each veered off to its own flower.
They do not choose sides. This one open, they take this one, then fly to the next,
never looking back. Following their route, I realized the flowers in this field open
in shifts. The row along the ditch opened first; the ones on the slope still held
closed. The bees combing back and forth over the first few rows had drawn an

invisible map.

At the end of the ridge path, I saw the distance. On the slope across the river,
a whole sheet of yellow burned from the water up to the top, with a few rows of white
in the middle, the pear trees. That yellow was not a color. It was a sound, tens of
thousands of flowers opening there together, swaying as one when the wind passed. 1
stood there and suddenly could not remember why I had walked out. Homework, exams,
the words left unfinished yesterday, all retreated far away, like the slope across

the river, visible but not disturbing me.

On the way back the sun had just risen, and the dew was disappearing bead by
bead. The bees had not stopped, and neither had the flowers. They had finished most
of their work before daylight while people were still dreaming. Walking home on the
village road, the mud on my shoes drying, the swollen thing inside me settled. Spring
explains nothing. It simply blooms, and the dew and the bees stand witness. [ went

back empty—handed, yet as if I had received something.
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